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gilt of its binding, it had a look of fatness and rich-
ness, an air of opulence, that inevitably won my re-
gard. Reaching up, a little dangerously, I would
clutch at the top of the book and swing it rather than
take it down, to pass a solitary hour or so lying out-
stretched and face downward on the rug like the
young savage I was, turning its pages and dreaming
over its brightly coloured plates. Occasionally, no
doubt, I read a few lines of letterpress, but the
pictures were my joy. Unless my memory deceives
me, this present volume I have in my hand has no-
thing like the number of coloured pictures that our
old book had, and the few that it has do not seem so
bright, so ideal, but seem to have come to terms with
sad reality, showing us the pudding as it is and not
as it ought to be. The best picture this later book can
offer me is that of the cheeses, the twenty great
cheeses, and very fine it is, too, nobly coloured, with
great golden hulks of Double Gloucester and
Cheshire flanked by the exotic Parmesan and the
sinister Schabzieger. But our old volume had a score
of plates infinitely richer in colouring and grander in
composition; it spread for the mind a feast that was
opulent beyond Roman dreams and yet not too gross
for the most delicate appetite, a feast thaf left one
not a well-filled animal but a dazed and wbndering
poet; it kid the world in ruins and rebuilt it in
entrees, garnishes and creams. In the days when I
brooded over such things, I was, be it understood, a
well-nourished child, allowed to risk a third or even